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A BUTTERFLY CHASE. 



Yes, lit:!c Minrie and hîr co'jâin Bertic havc quite made 
Lp ihdr ir.ir.dî to hâve a sp!end:d collecnon of butîerflies. 
Thcv htee been readins ail about ît in a boolc wfîich thcir 
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uncle, who îs a professer at the Muséum, has sent them. 
In this bcautiful book they hâve learnt ail about ît — how 
to chase the butterflies, and how to catch them, and how 
to arrange them in glass cases when they are caught. Every- 
thing they want îs ready for them. Their uncle has sent 
wîth the book two butterfly-nets ; a prctty case filled wîth 
crooked scissors, tweezers, pincers, and ail sorts of sharp 
Steel instruments ; a pretty box, at the bottom of which are 
llttle round pièces of cork, glued in rows, wîth long large- 
headed pins to run through the butterflies ; and another lîttle 
box, wîth a lot of small squares of glass, which are to be 
put over their wings to keep them open, and prevent them 
from fluttering and beating about. 

In the beautiful book there are prctty coloured pîctures 
of the fine butterflies that they may meet wîth in their chases, 
wîth the names of each kind printed underneath, so that 
they will knôw them ail when they catch them. 

How very interesting butterflies are ! 
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Minnîe's mamma', who is almost lîke a mamma to Bertie 
too, though she is only hts aunt, would bc very glad to 
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sec her little ones fond of natural history, but still she does 
not seem quite pleased with their uncle's idea in sending 
them, not only the pretty book, but the nets and the sharp, 
drcadfuMooking stcel things which they are to use în making 
thcîr collection. She shook her head rather sadly when she 
saw the pretty nets which were to stop the butterflies from 
flying about so happîly, and the pins and tweezers which 
were to turn them into llfeless spécimens in a glass box. 

But she did not wish to vex their kind uncle, who was 
a very learned man, and was always thinking of collections 
and muséums, and science and experiments ; and she did not 
like to tell him that she would rather her little ones should 
learn about butterflies from the book with its beautiful pic- 
tures, and from watching them flying about, and settling 
on the flowers in the fields ; and that she did not think it 
could be a nice play for chiidren to catch and kill the pretty 
harmless créatures. 
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It is a beautiful day. Minnie and Bertie are ail ready 
to start, with thelr light gauze nets In theîr hands. Bertie's 
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is green, and Minnie's is blue. Bertie has slung the butterfly- 
box, with the corks and great pins, over his shouldcr. He 
looks qulte like a sportsman. 

They are going to the daisy field for their first chase ; 
it Is a beautiful meadow, full of flowers, which the butterflies 
are very fond of. 

They say good-bye to mamma. She goes with them to 
the bottom of the steps. The daisy field is not far ofF. 
From the drawing-room window dear mamma will be able 
to see the chase. They hâve promised not to make them- 
selves too hot. 
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Now thcy are off, armcd with thcir nets. . They are sure 
to hâve a splendid chase. Bertle intends to catch a dozen 
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peacock butterflies, and Minnie a dozen emptrors. That 
will make twenty-four butterflies. Peacocks and emperors are 
the finest of ail — the only butterflies they mean to catch. 
As soon as they reach the field the two hunters hold a con- 
sultation and arrange the plan of proceeding. Bertie will 
take the right side of the field, and Minnie the left. They 
must not corne in each other's way, only if one should want 
help, then the other is to fly to the rescue. 
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Thcy waik gently along, each on the proper side, just 
1 they agreed; for, in thc first place, the grass is very high, 
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and that makes it difficult to run fast ; and then, of course, 
they must not frîghten the butterflies. They must go very 
cautîously, so as to take them by surprise. 

There îs a donkey in the field* He looks very much 
astonished at something. I thlnk he Is askîng himself if the 
butterfly-hunters are not corne to hunt hîm* What an absurd 
donkey ! to think of any one hunting donkeys with a butterfly- 
net! 
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Everything is blopming in the mçadow, the air is full of 
soft miirmurs, and the insects make a musical hum. 




At the hunters' approach the grasshoppers hop, the bées 
fly ofF, and thousands of pale-blue or whîte butterflies seem 
to corne out of the flowers. But they are too small, and there 
are so many of them that they do not know which to catch. 
Peacocks are what they want, or emperors. 

Minnie finds that there are holes in the ground, hîdden 
under the grass, which make her trip, and there are disagree- 
able plants growîng among the daisîes, whîçh sting her legs, 
and even some that tear little slîts in her frock — but when 
one goes a-hunting one must not be partîcular; another time 
she will ask for a pair of gaiters, like Bertîe*s, and a very 
thick frock. Mr. Donkey is very înquisitive. 
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VJI. 



Hush! — Bertie stops ail on a sudden, and makes signs to 
Minnie not to stir. He must hâve spied a peacock. How 
cleverly and quietly he steats up — nearer, nearer, without the 
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slightest noise ; he scarcely seems to breathe. Minnie would 
like to run across to see the beautiful peacock. Bertie holds 
up his net^ ail ready to catch the Butterfly ; the wind pufFs 
the green gauze a llttle^ and Minnie's heart beats with im- 
patience. 

The Donkey cannot conceive what the children are doing. 
They seem to pay no attention to him. 
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VIJI. 

AU on a sudden Bertie brîngs down the net, and then 
throws himself on his hands and knees, fo make sure of his 
success. He must hâve caught the butterfly 
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No ! there is no butterfly — nothing at ail in the net but 
a bit of cloven Bertie seems rather unhappy about ît ; but 
I know who is happy enough — the bcautiful butterfly that 
has had such a fortunate escape. How he soars away ! How- 
everj Bertie calls out to his cousin that it was not a real 
peacock after all^ which is some comfort. 

The Donkey, seeing Bertie on ail-fours, wonders whether 
he is mocking him, and making fun of him. 
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IX. 

Butterflies are very sîlly. I think the peacock cannot 
hâve nottced Minnie, for he Aies very imprudently close to 
her. Minnie will manage mucK better than Bertïe ; yes, 




Indeed, she is not going to let such a beautiful Butterfly get 
away, for he is very beautiful though he may not be a 
peacock. 

Pat! she has got him, and very tight too, so that he 
cannot possibly get away under the rim. 
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X. 

* Hâve you got him?' cries Bertîe. 

*Yes, yes,' answers Minnie. 'Oh, corne quick !' 

Bertie runs up ; but, oh, dear, the tll-natured butterfly 
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has madc his escape through a hole in the net, whîch had 
been torn by a hcdge. 

He laughs at Miss Minnîe, the good-for-nothing buttcrfly! 
He Aies up so hïgh, so high, that the little hunters, gazing 
up at him, almost tumble over on their backs. 

But the Donkey is not going to waste his time in staring 
up into the sky, and very wisely goes back to his browsing. 
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XI. 

' Let us lie down on the grass,' says Bertie, ' and be 
on the watch to take the peacock by surprise. When he 
cannot see any more of us, he will corne down. Butterflies 
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arc too grccdy to stay up in thc air vciy long; tfacy want 
to comc down to suck the honev out of thc flowcrs/ 

Thc two hunters hide thcmsclves carefuîlv, and naît for 
their rcvcr.gc, with thcir nets ail ready in thdr hands. It 
is a long time to wait ; but if one goes a-hunting, onc must 
hâve patience. 

The Donicey is out of ail patience, and says to himself, 
* What arc they going to do r* Rcally hc is a most inquisitivc 
donkcy. Hc wants to know cvcrything. 
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XII. 

The butterfly, scemg iiothing more of them, cornes down 
by degrees. Fîrst he Aies to the right, thcii he Aies to the 
Icft, thcn he flics round and round. 
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' Hc can't make up his mind about atiything,* says Bertie. 

* And he doesn't know a bit where he is going,' says 
Minnie. * He looks every minute as if he were going to 
stop. He seems as if he wanted a daisy, and then he goes 
right ofF to another flower.* 

Oh ! ! ! this is cool. The impudent butterfly has popped 
right down on Minnie's nose. At first Bertie could scarcely 
beheve his eyes. 
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Bertie never laughed so much in hîs lîfe. Minnie, who 
certainly was not expecting anything of the kind, îs so taken 
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by surprise that she jumps up on hcr feet; and the Butterfly, 
quite as much astonished at what he has done, Aies ofF again 
as quickly as before. Minnie cannot leave ofF rubbing her 
nose ; the butterfly's little feet did ticklc her so. 

'He is a very rude butterfly/ said Minnie. 

* Oh ! he must hâve mistaken your little nose for a flower/ 
said Bertie. * He did not mean to offend you. He meant 
to be very poli te.' 
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But there is no tiine for laughing ; the buttcrfly has 
settled on a great tiift of meadovv-sweet ail în flower. The 
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two hunters, seeing thîs, forget ail thcîr plans, and nin both 
together after him with ail their might. But the butterfly 
is not so silly as to waît for them ; every tîme he sces his 
two enemies corne near, ofF he starts agaîn. A dozen tîmes 
Minnie thought she had him^ and a dozen titnes Bertie said 
he had got him ; but a dozen times he got away. 

*What troublesome things to catch butterflîes are!* said 
the two hunters. * What îs to be done ? We hâve tried 
every possible way.* 
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Mînnie has been running so much that she is quite out 
of breath, and her haïr has fallen ail over her shoulders. 
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Bertie, too, is in a most uncomfortable state, and as red as 
a turkey-cock. Oh ! how hot ît is. But they cannot losc 
their time in standing still. They just stop for a few seconds 
to take breath, and then set ofF again. But the Butterfly 
has got a good start, atid is a long way oflF already. 

Ail this time the Donkey is lying quite coolly on the 
grass; but he just takes a look now and then at the hunters. 



I 

« 
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The Donkey, seeing them corne quite close to him, is 
taken by surprise. He is quite sure now that they are 
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running after him. He must be a most conceited ass to 
suppose that two such hunters as Minnie and Bertie hâve 
nothing better to do than to hunt donkeys. He thinks 
so much of himself, this Donkey, that he is perfectly sîUy. . 
So Bertie thinks. As for Minnie, she does not trouble 
herself about him at ail. She can think of nothing but hcr 
butterfly. 
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Heigh-ho ! what has happened ? Bertie and Mîmiie, who 
seemed only just now to be flying over the ground, hâve 
disappeared, as if by magie. 
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Thîs îs how ît was, Bertîe and Minnie, rushing along 
so eagerly, did not notice that they had got to the bottom 
of the field ; and at the bottom of the field was a dîtch ; 
and înto the dîtch they went. head over heels, roUîng one 
over the other. 

And at the bottom of the dîtch there was some water 
left by the rain — nasty yellow water. 
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Poor Minnie is quite frightened. Bertie has tumbted 
right upon her ; and Bertie îs so heavy. Besides, she has 
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got very wet, and her pretty whîte frock îs ail dîrtied with 
thc mud. It îs not nice at ail. Bertie helps her up, but 
she îs half inclined to cry. 

* Oh,' says Bertie, * when we go a-hunting we must not 
mind such little thîngs; we shall be sure to hâve plenty 
more of the same sort.* 

Minnie begins to thînlc she has had enough aiready. 
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XIX. 



' What has become of the butterfly ail this time?' cries 
Bertie. Who would hâve thought ît ? he is quietly settled 
not two yards from the spot where his enemies fell ; so quiet 
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that one would hâve thought him asleep or dreaming on the 
tuft of beautiful blue-bells, where Bertie has just found 
him. 

He turns his back scornfuUy on the hunters ; just as 
if he had seen or heard nothing, and as if ail that has 
happened did not concern him in the least. 

Bertie hopes to hâve his revenge now. He pops his 
net down so neatly on the careless butterfly, that this time 
Mr. Peacock is safely caught, for there are no holes in 
Bertie's net. 

* How he beats about !' says Bertie. 

^ Oh ! he will spoU ail his wings !' says Minnie. 
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XX, 

Minnie, howevcr, remembering the directions iti her 

uncle's book, has opened the box, while Bertie holds hïs 

net tightly down on the grouiid. The butterfly cannoc 



A BUTTERFLY CHASE. 



escape. Minnle has given her cousin a great long pin^ with 
a sharp point. 

The Donkey, who had run ofF to some distance^ cornes 
back when he sees the hunters stop. He says to himself that 
something extraordinary must hâve happened, and he is 
not wrong this time. 
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Bertie holds the big pin close to the quivering body of 
the poor butterfly, He must find the exact spot in the 
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middle of his back, so that the opération may not fail. 
He has told Mînnîe to put her hands flat down on the net, 
one on each sîde of the poor prîsoner. The butterfly, tnus 
pressed, can scarcely stir ; a few convulsive struggles are 
the only signs of his agony and hîs helplessness ; his head, 
with îts large eyes, can still move a little. How dreadful 
his eyes look ; they are full of terror. 

Bcrtie was so proud of his victory ; why does he hesitate 
now ? 
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XXII. 
Why ? Because just when he was going to put his poor 
prisoner to death, the chîld's heart and hand trembled — because 
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he looked at hîs cousin and saw her turn pale — because 
Mînnie turned away her head that she mîght not see her 
cousin do this cruel deed. She felt that death was dreadful, 
whether it were a man's death or a butterfly's. This pin 
was just the same to the poor insect as a sword would be to à 
man. *Oh, Bertie, Bertîe!' she crîed, burstîng înto tears; 
' no, no ! don't let us kill him ! Only thînk, Bertie, it said 
in unçle's book that butterflles live for several days with pins 
run through them. Oh, how dreadful it must be ! I could 
not bear to see it, and you could not, Bertie. It is not nice 
play to kill things; I don't like chasing butterflies.' 

Bertie has lifted up his net. 

Oh, the happy, beautifui butterfly ! He thought himself 
just dead, and he has corne back to life. One moment to 
shake his wings, and away he soars again in his joyous flight 
towards the blue sky. 

Minnie throws her arms round Bertie's neck, and says, 
* Oh, thank you, Bertie!' They are very happy too — good 
little Bertie and dear little Minnie. They know they hâve 
done right, 

They will never go chasing butterflies again, never, never. 
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■ But from the balcony, where she was sitting, Minnie's 
mamma had scen them fall into the dîtch, and was hastening 
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co them. The Httle hunters were so absorbed that they did 
not see her cotning. But dear mamma understands it ail, and 
she is very much pleased with her little children. When they 
. are older she wiil explain to them that though it is not wrong 
for learned men to make painful experiments, in order to 
gain useful knowledge> no one else should wantonly destroy 
even the least of God*s créatures. 

As for the Donkey, I don't know what has becomc of 
him. I think he has given up trying to understand anything 
about the matter, and gone home to his stable. 
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